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" You've hit the mark !  It's  just a week since
raised rne to my present rank.  But we met in Kudynov's
staff, close to Blagoveshchenie,  I think.   You saved me
from a little bit of trouble then, d'you remember ?   Hey,
Trifon!  Ride  on  slowly,   and   I'll  catch  you  up!"  he^
shouted to the other cossacks, who had halted a little wa)i$
off.
After some difficulty Gregor recalled his previous meeting
with the red-haired ensign, and Kudynov's comment on
him : "He never misses when he fires, he can shoot hares
in flight with his rifle, he's a devil in a fight, a good scout,
but a babe in intelligence/' The man had commanded a
company during the rising, and had made some blunder.
Kudynov had wanted to deal sternly with him, but Gregor
had intervened, and he had been pardoned and left with the
rank of company commander.
" Come from the front ? " Gregor asked.
" Yes ;  I'm going on furlough from Novokhopersk.  I'vefl
ridden a hundred miles out of my way to call on kinsmen
of mine.  I've got a good memory, Gregor Pantalievich!
Don't refuse me the pleasure of treating you.  I've got a
couple of bottles of hundred per cent spirit in my pack,
Let's open them on the spot, shall we ? "
Gregor flatly refused, but he accepted the bottle of spirit
the man offered him as a present.
ft You should have been there ! Cossacks and officers
were loaded down with goods ! " the ensign boastfully
declared. <r I was in Balashov too. We captured the place
and made straight for the railway, where we found thr^
full train-loads standing; all the lines were crowded with
trucks. One truck was full of sugar, a second full of uniforms,
and a third had all sorts of things in it. Some of the cossacks
carried off up to forty sets of clothing. And afterward,
when we went to shake up the Jews, you'd have laughed.
In my half-company one clever Jew-catcher collected
eighteen watches, ten of them gold. He hung them all over
his chest, just as though he was the richest merchant in the
land* And the rings and bracelets he'd got . . . you couldn't
have counted them I He had two or three on each finger.. .*:
Gregor pointed to the man's swollen saddlebags, and
asked:
" And what's that you've got ? "